and looked about with Oh's and Ah's. A pause. In the nasal twang of the
more aggressive one, 'I wonder ... I Bonder, now. if I'd like living in a
regular home?'
The studio, lit by a bank of tall windows to the north, really was a group
of four studies, one large, three small. And in their midst stood a stone fire-
proof vault for treasures. The plans, private papers, and such money as
there was, took chances anywhere outside it. But the Taliesin librarv of
Genroku embroidery and antique coloured wood-block prints all stayed
safely inside. As work and sojourn overseas continued, Chinese pottery
and sculpture and Momoama screens overflowed into the rooms where, in
a few years, every single object used for decorative accent became an
'antique' of rare quality.
If the eye rested on some ornament it could be sure of worthy entertain-
ment. Hovering over these messengers to Taliesin from other civilizations
and thousands of years ago, must have been spirits of peace and good-will?
Their figures seemed to shed fraternal sense of kinship from their places
in the stone or from the broad ledges where they rested.
Yes. It all actually happened as I have described it. It is all there now.
But the story of Taliesin, after all, is old: old as the human spirit. These
ancient figures were traces of that spirit, left behind in the human pro-
cession as Time went on its way. They now came forward to rest and feel
at home, that's all. So it seemed as you looked at them. But they were only
the story within the story: ancient comment on the New.
The New lived for itself for their sake, as long ago they had lived, for its
sake.
The storms of the north broke over the low-sweeping roofs that now
sheltered a life in which hope purposefully lived at earnest work. The
lightning in this region, always so crushing and severe, crashed (Isaiah)
and Taliesin smiled. Taliesin was minding its own business, living up to
its own obligations and to the past it could well understand. But the New,
failing to recognize it as its own, still pursued and besieged, traduced and
insulted it. Taliesin raged, wanted to talk back—and smiled. Taliesin was
a 'story' and therefore it and all in it had to run the gauntlet. But steadily
it made its way through storm and stress, enduring all threats and
slanderous curiosity for more than three years, and smiled—always. No
one entering and feeling the repose of its spirit could ever believe in the
storm of publicity that kept breaking outside because a kindred spirit—a
woman—had taken refuge there for life.
Gradually creative desire and faith came creeping back to me again.
Taliesin was there to come alive and I to settle down to work.
Chicago business offices were now in the Orchestra Hall Building,
though the studio-workshop was still at Taliesin. A number of buildings
went out from that studio. The neighbourhood playhouse of Mrs. Coonley
was among them, and the Midway Gardens on the Plaisance near Chicago
University. As the Gardens were a product of the first re-establishment
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